542              "AMONG THE HILLS"

The place must be very charming", and I am
glad to see a poet with such fitting surroundings.
Never fear that those- who have followed thee thus
far will not be with thee in other walks of litera-
ture.

TO CELIA THAXTBR.1

5th mo., 13, 1369.

I think I must be " growing in grace '? to for-
give thee, as I do, for letting thyself clown to auto-
graph-hunting. However, I don't know as I can
claim much merit, for the pleasure of hearing
from thee more than counterbalances the annoyance
of being hunted. I am sorry dear Mrs. F, is
overworking herself, even in doing good, when
simply "being good, as she is, is a joy and a bene-
diction.

" Dear girl, for whom all sweet flowers bloom,

And happy birds their welcome bring1,
What can my evening- lend thy morn ?
Or my late autumn give thy spring1 ?

" I will not teach in mournful speech

That joys are brief, and hopes are lies;
To life well spent, its sun's descent
Is cloudless as its morning1 skies."

TO  THE SAME.

8th mo., 12, I860,

I am sorry my good cousins, the Cartiands, did
not reach the island before we left. They are very
dear to me, I wish thee could have known Moses
A. Cartland; there are so few like him now left
in the world! I am almost tempted to run the

1 Mrs. Thaxter had called for an autograph for a young- friend
of hers, which was sent with the verses.